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LILIES  OF  THE  VALLEY. 


O'ee  barren  hills  and  flowery  dales, 

O'er  seas  and  distant  shores, 
With  merry  songs  and  jocund  talef, 

I've  pasa'd  some  pkasatit  hours, 
Tho*  wandering  thus,  1 3ie'er  could  &od 

A  gkl  like  blithesome  Sally  ? 
Who  picks  and  culls  and  cries  aloud, 

«  Sweet  lilies  of  the  valley/' 

From  whistling  o^er  the  harrowed  tiirf. 
From  nestling  of  each  tres. 

I  c>  ose  a  soldier's  life  to  wed, 
So  social  gay  and  free. 

IFet  thoUhc  las  es  love  me  well, 

And  often  try  to  rally, 
K?ne  pleases  me  like  her  who  orfes, 
Sweet  lilies  of  the  valley.^* 

I'm  now  rcturn'd,  of  late  discbari'd, 

To  see  my  native  uoil ; 
If otti  fightirg  in  sny  country's  cauw, 

To  ploiigU      cpunuj's  s^a  ; 


I  eare  not  which  with  either  plea3eid[| 

So  I  possesf  ray  Saliy, 
That  little  merry  nymphj  who  cries, 
Sweet  lilies  of  the  valley.^' 


HILLS  OEG  ALLO  W  A. 

Amang  the  birks  sae  blythe  and  gay, 

I  met  my  Julia  hameward  gaaa ; 
The  liaties  chtntit  on  the  spray, 

The  lammies  lowpit  on  the  lawn; 
On  ilka  swaird  the  hay  was  mawn, 

The  braei  wi'  gowans  buskit  braw  ; 
And  gloamin'g  plaid  o^  grey  was  thrawn 

Cut  o'er  the  hills  of  Gallowa. 

Wi*  music  wild  the  woollasds  rang. 

And  fragranci  winged  alaag  the  lee^ 
When  down  we  »at,  the  flowers  amang, 

Upon  the  banks  of  stately  Dee. 
My  Julia's  armi  e:icircled  tne  ; 

Then  sweetly  slade  ehe  hours  awa, 
Till  dawnia*  coost  a  glimmerin'  ee, 

Upon  the  hills  o'  Gallowa. 

It  is  %ae  ovfsen,  sheep  and  kye, 
It  is  nae  gowd,  it  is  nae  gear, 
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Tkis  lifted  ee  wad  hae  queth 
The  warld*«  dramlie  gloom  to  c^cer  ; 

But  gie  to  me  my  Julia  dear, 

Ye  pow'rs  >vha  rule  this  earthen  ba', 

AM  O  sae  blythe  thro'  life  WI  steer 
Amacg  the  hills  o'  Gallowa. 

When  gloamia'  daubders  up  the  hilli 

A»d  our  gudeman  ca^ft  hatne  the  cows ; 
^  Wi^  her  PU  trace  the  mossy  rill 

Tfiat  thro*  the  raphes  dimpled  row«  \ 
©r  tiat  amaag  the  scroggy  knowes, 

My  birken  pipe  Ml  sweetly  blaw, 
And  &mg  the  streams  the  straths  the  howcs 

The  hills  and  dales  Gallowa. 

An^  when  Auld  Scotland's  heathy  hills 

Her  rural  nymphs  and  jovial  swains. 
Her  flowery  wilds  and  wiiapliog  rills, 

Awake  nie  mair  my  cantie  strains  : 
Where  friendihfp  dwells  and  freedom  reigng, 

Where  heather  blooms  and  moor-cocks  j;raw, 
'  O  dig  ray  grave,  and  lay  my  bancs 

Amzng  the  hills  Gallowa* 


THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY, 

Bonny  lassie,  will  yc  gO| 

Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go^ 
■      Bonny  lassie  will  y«  go, 
I       To  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy* 

b?0w  summer  bliaks  on  flowery  braes, 
kni  o'er  the  crystal  Streamlet  pUys, 
Soma  let  us  spend  the  lightaome  days, 
'  lii  the  birks  of  Abirfftldy. 

W^kile  o'er  their  heads  the  hascls  hing, 
rhc  Utile  Wrdi€s  blythely  singt 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wiag 
la  the  biiks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Fhe  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's, 
^he  foaming  stream  deep  roaring  fa^i, 
D'crhuug  wi'  fragrant  spreading  shawi, 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Ihe  hoary  c\S$  are  crowa'd  wi*  flowera 
^hite  are  the  linsis  the  burtiie  pours, 
Kni  rising  weets  wi'  misty  shfiwersi 
Tke  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
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Let  fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee, 
They  ne'er  shail  draw  a  wish  frae  me, 
iupremely  blej»%  wi  I  jve  aod  thee 
in  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

THE  B4NKS  C:.YDE. 

Awa  Bwa  cay  Janaie'i  ga^e, 
Out  owre  tha  se^s>  fp  far  fr^e  hsme 
Ht^«  gane,  ar  d  crossed  the  ocean  wide, 
And  left  the  bon  y  hmk^  o'  Cly^ie* 

A  wa  he's  gtne  to  fight  his  foe, 
And  lefl  me  here  in  grief  aad  woe ; 
My  love  who  led  me  by  hi3  side, 
AURg  the  bonny  banks  o*  Clyde- 

On  Govan  banki,  whar  ClyJe  doth  flowr, 
Tiiere  ilka  laddie  arms  his  joe  ; 
While  lan5;4y  I  maun  mourfi  aad  chide, 
Upon  the  boony  banks  o'  Clyle. 

O,  ia  the  rosy  month  o^  May, 
The  lav  rock  rais  dits  cheerfu  lay. 
The  mavis  sang,  the  blackbird  vied, 
Atouad  the  bonny  banks  o  Ciyde^ 
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The  gowass  «pread  Ilk  flower  spranf. 
My  love  as  sweet's  the  day  wii  lang. 
My  heaj  t  h«  gain'd  to  be  his  bride^ 
Whea  walki&g  on  the  banks  o'  Clyde. 

O  woe  be  lo  those  wars  in  Spain, 
Thcy^va  ti»>en  £  ae  me  my  darling  swaia, 
And  crosaM  him  owre  the  (  cean  wide, 
Far  frae  the  bonny  bmka  o*  Cly  ie, 

O !  if  tbe  high  and  heav'nly  Pow^r 
Wottldi  shield  roy  love  in  danger's  hour, 
And  owre  the  seas  him  safely  tuide, 
Back  to  the  bonny  banks    Clyde ; 

Our  parting  day  would  ne'er  be  seen, 
Until  ^h%t  de4th  struck  in  between, 
Then    our  joys  we'd  lay  aiidey 
And  leave  the  bonny  banks  o'  Clyde. 

P  HOW  SWEET  THE  ROSE  BLAV!irS. 

Hew  sweet  the  rose  blaws  it  fades  and  it  faV; 
I  Red  is  the  rose  and  bonnie  O : 
[|  brings  to  my  mind  what  my  dear  laddie  was 
So  bleom'd^  to  eut  off»  was  my  Johnniti  O* 
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Now  peac.©  is  retufaed,  but  nae  joy  briogi  t#.  ate 

Kefl  is  the  rose  and  bannie  O  : 
F#r  caald  is  his  cheeJcf  and  blameless  his  e'e 

Ra«  mft;r  beats  the  heart  o'  my  JohaDie^  < 

Ah  !  why  did  be  love  me,  and  leave  tkese  svreet-l 

Red  is  the  rose  and  bonnie,  0  : 
Where  imiliag  contentment  and  peace  ever  reigai! 
fiat  they'll  ne'er  bloom  again  for  my  Johnnie,  cj 

Nor  tt  me  will  their  beauties  e'er  pleasure  imparl 

Red  it  the  rose  and  boanie,  O  : 
For  sunk  if  my  spirits  and  broken  my  heavi, 

Sgou  ru  meet  ne'er  to  part  frae  nay  Jobnnfei  Q 


